
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



f- 



•. /ie<r. 






t^ 



'*1^-. 



NIGHT MUSINGS. 

THE MmSTBEL OF THE DALES. 
THE HAUNTED GLEN. 



i' '~;- 



BY GROVER SCARR. 



LONDON: 
WILLIAM EDWARD PAINTER, 342, STRANa 

1847. 



YffllRkCK. 



The following attempts iayene'^nSypedui^^ 
be found deficient in fhat accuracy and classi- > 
cal refinement which can only be attained by > , 
a larger acquamtance mth literature than . 
the author possesses, being fitted by educa- .- 
tion for the counter or merchant's office .• 
rather than for the flowery paths of poesy.;* . 
Labouring under these disadvantages, hislis 
productions may probably have some claiih' .* 
upon the forbearance of the critic. The ^ 
scenery of most of them is laid in the secluded 
and romantic dales of the north of Yorkshire, 
where the author has hitherto spent nearly 
the whole of his life : and many are the 
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isabjects which the poet may gather there, on 
which to exercise his peiu 

Two or three of the minor peces in this 
collection have already pippeared in the 
Wensleydak Advertiser. 

G.S. 

Bainbridge^ 

5th Mo. 6, 1847. 



NIGHT MUSINGS. 



Again, fair Wensleydale, o'er thy blue hills,. 
Ajttd.o'er the pastoral banks of mnding Yore^ 
Luxuriant Summer spreads her bounteous 

gifts; 
The landscape basks in sunshine — all around^ 
Is clad in beauty — fragrance fills the air, 
Which lightly wafts its balmy breath around,. 
Methinks that I could sit upon this knoll 
From mom till eve, and feast on sights like- 

this! 
Could almost think myself in that far land 
Called, lieaven ! such laveliness is here^ dia^ 

played. 
And thine,, fair Evejiing, thine it is to throw 
The. sweetest charm o'er Nature's sweetest ^ 

scenes. 
Oh, peaqefiil hour ! oft. have I musing stooc^ 
To watch the waning splendour of the day 
So sqftly melt into the silent night ; 

B 



6 NIGHT MUSIKGS. 

And now again beneath thy faery spell, 
Upon the banks of Yore, I wander forth. 
Now, in the west, amid a pile of clouds 
Of gold and crimsoii Uues, the^set^g sun 
Pillows himself, and down the clear smooth 

stream 
Shoots a bright rosy beam. The flowers of 

Spring 
Are passed, but now the honeystickle throws* 
Its rich perfume around — the drooping blue- 
bell, 
T?he wild rose, and the yellow butteitnip. 
And many a flower, of every sfiade and hue^ 
Bedecks the running he^e and velvet sod. 
Oh, here, sweet i^t, have 1 from earliesC 

days 
Wandered, to drink the stream of rapturoui; 

thought 
IViich flows from Nature's beauties round 

me spread. 
TThis ad^s unto the interest of the scene— 
The days gone by ! tho* no reaT cause we ffirf 
To sorrow for them, 'tis with fond regret 
Yto recollect their incidents — we seem, 
Because tihey are irrevocabTy pas(| 
To love them I Now upon a stony scatUf; 



KI6HT MugnrGs. 7 

*fhat rises lugh above fbe winding stream, \ 
m seat myself and gaze ihe landscape o'er. 
Yonder the mowers whet their glitfering 

scythes, 
Thcki, in a row advancing, cat their way 
Across the mead. Not £ir from them sq^peart 
iThe field half cleared of dry and fragrant 

hay: 
See, as the ladened sledge moves slow across 
Another^s galloped towards the sQvery rows^ 
Where two stoat swains stand ready to theut 

charge. 
Then in a line the rakers pass along 
And clear the groand of what remains behind; 
Pall oft some beantifbl and blooming girt 
Win panse, look towards her task, and wis& 

it done; 
Or cast a meaning glance on some hnak 

yooth, 
ia readiness to asostberlhifing strength; 
Who, if he win a smile, or letter still, 
A harmless blow for some familiar wordig^ 
Is amply fispaid. 

When the last heap 
li stowed iato Ae lam, wilii one aeoord' 
Hbej raise a joyfbl sEoat; for on this n%hi ' 

b2 



8 inOHT MUSINGS. 

The last field of the hrm is cleared, and see 
The curling smoke ascendingthrough the trees 
From yon white house, proclaims the mell at 

hand.* 
Thither they flock : I leave them to enjoy 
Their rich repast, their song and merriment. 
Up the green banks of this fierce rolling 

stream, [down, 

Which rushes fi:om the rugged mountains 
I'll pensive stray ; along its rocky marge 
The hazels grow in rank luxuriance, 
With nuts in clusters hanging fi:om their 

boughs. 
The uplands now are gained — ^here opes a glen 
Deep and romantic ; on each steepy side 
The rocks in firowning grandeur tower on high. 
Pile above pile, yet leaving here and there 
Full many a rugged terrace. On some ledget 
I'll lay me down, and turn my gaze below 
Upon the yawning gulph,. which dimly glitters. 
As o'er its sides the fiirious waters plash. 
High up the glen, at yonder dismal spot 
Where the grim crags seem meeting, and just 

leave 

* TKe meU i» a feast invariably held, in, tfie nords oiS 
^D^Umd, at the end of hay time« 
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A narrow opening, the boiling stream 
Collects its powers, and forward rushing, down 
The hideous chasm is dashed mth headlong 

force. 
Then tumbles it amongst the upheaped stones. 
Which rolled in shapeless piles, long since 

have left 
The frowning cliflfe above them ; then it wheels 
Its smoother, yet still troubled, course beneath 
The drooping wildwood trees and disappears, 
And then again displays its shining breast 
Cold glittering below, or glimmers oft 
Between the thickets. O'er it seem to meet 
The graceftd mountain ashes, drooping hazels, 
And stately pines, which clothe the barrefi 

rocks. 
Through a wide vista of the clifi& is seen 
The landscape dimly &ding from the sight. 
The husbandmen have left the fragrant field, 
Except a few late stragglers, here and there 
Reissuing from the gloom ; upon the top 
Of some green eminence they stand, and seem, 
'Gainst the horizon's dim transparent light, 
Like groups of dusky ghosts. And now the 

moon [stars 

Bath climbed yon distant hill, and the paid 



^0 NXaBX jiusjyQS* 

Aretwin]klii]^£gd^^ Qh! how ^weet Ijipsip 

Jliose \¥ildwood bowers^ and mountain $oU^ 

tudes! 
jFjjr, &r remoyed from worldly turbulence, 
yet .Qncient legends ^y, that times gone bjr 
Have heard mthin those sweet romantic dales 
The trumpet blast, and loud shrill cry of 

war. 
i)fcthi^ks J see those va^Uies as pf old, 
Coyer'd with stately pate, a wild, a rude. 
And foBpst sce^e; where the fierce hunter 

phased 
Jk^ bri^tJLied bo^, jajid in wbos^ cavies and 

grots 
The solitary Dniid spent his days* 
Methiialjjs I see the banners of proud Eome 
llQiGp^led^ and all the mighty legions ranked 
Ijl guttering array-r-hark ! on my par 
l^rp rings a savage cry^sep they advaupp^ 
The ffmily painted sons of Albion's isle, 
Iggftpptuoii^ as a northwind fiercp and high» 
ilw* swpeps spmp lo% thiind^ splintered 
. mount ; 

, ^rm and moveless as that ru^ed peak 
) fpp reppiye then). Now the bupklers mif 
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With stroke of swoid and ^»eap— tke dMh 

And shxiak of deaths are mixed with xingkg 

shouts 
OfhigheBCQuragemeiit At last the max 
iX foreign lands pre vail— and now bei^jins 
The work of slaughter; and beQeathj[the^ 

sword, 
I&e youthfal pines beneath the woodmanV 

stroke, 
Are hewn the £reebom heroes of the isles. 
And hark! what groans ascend^ as low they 

l»y 
In quiverii^ agony ! Now on my ear 
l!1iere comes the distant waitings of the harp^ 
ThziUing and powerful, as would drawjthe tear 
E'en from the exulting conquerors themselves. 
It ceases now — ^again swells loud and hj^t 
Wlyeace comes it? See upou that gloomy ni«k 
A hoary Druid bard : — ^tearfiil his eyes, 
Yet from their reddened orbs the fiery flask 
Of indignatioix darts— his aged frame 
Is trembling with emotion. Once more he 

strikes 
His harp, and thus to its wild music chantft:. 
^ Yet sound my harp the melancholy lay» ^ 
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Wail for the warriors gone ; 
Throughout our land hath one portentous day 
-Scattered pale terror, sorrow, and dismay-— 
Long, long, our isle shall groah 
Beneath the bloody "tyrant's haughty sway. 
Sweet vales through which the hunter's 
shout 
Was echoed fiu: and mde. 
Whose sweet, secluded, greenwood glades, 
Were love haunts of fond youths and maids. 
Where now your blooming pride ? 
No sound of joy is heard those hills below, 
But screams of madness, and the cries of woe, 
Sound through the woodland's gloom j 
And thou, once beauteous river, now dost flow 
Stained with the heart's blood of our warrior 

band. 
The brave defenders of their native land, 
•Cut from us in the pride of youthful bloom. 

** Along thy gory banks they lay 
Pierced by the accursed tyrant's spear ; 

'Their mangled and yet quivering limbs the 
prey 

K)f wolves, and hungry vultures hovering near. 
Hark! hark ! again I hear 
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The grean of death and agonizing pain— ^ 
Departed heroes ! ye who dauntless led 
Your patriot band, and for your country 

bled, . 
Oh ! let your sacred shades again 
. Defend her cause ! O hear your children's 

call! 
Look down with pity from your cloud-built 

hall! 

" I see the ghosts of other times 

Float on the misty air ; 
With brows of gloom, our conqueror's 
doom, 

Their boneless hands prepare. 
Dark clouds roll o'er the moonless sky, 
The owlet's shriek is fierce and high. 

The winds wild gusts between ; 
The raven croaks as he flaps his wing, 
And glaring meteors fiercely fling 

Their light o'er the awfiil scene. 
Who rides upon that lowering cloud 

The first of the aerial band ? 
'Tis that warrior bold, who, in days of old, 

Caused the Roman foe to stand ; 
'Tis he whose pride was never bowed, 



vXl noHT Krauras* 

91io^ cflftifse in th0ir cStf proiid-«« 
See, hoff hh awfiil eyes 
\ CSMin^Iike tiieflameB ofawddngfiw 

That flickers ere it dies. 
His spear is the lightnisig^s fozlcedstPMBi, 
^ ^Hiat guides with its red aiidiemble^MDi* 
The ghosts of the chieftains ranged behind. 
Which leihriek on the gosts (tf the Budiadifkt 
wind. 



** Tho' griefs dark cloud thy glory shroud, 

Tho' tyrants o'er thy vallies reign. 
Yet rise and smile, my native isle, 

Thy morning light shall break again I 
Tes, haughty victor ! yes, thy doom is sealed ; 
No more victorious on the tented field. 

Low in the dust is laid 
The trophied banner proudly reared by thee. 
Exulting o'er pale weeping Liberty : 

Upon thy guilty head 
Thy crimes have &Ilen, Hark ! pealing fi^)m 

on high, 
From storm clad hills, reviving Freedom's, 
cry. 



mows mjsjsG^ }S^ 

Woe ! woe ! to thee, wlien, from ibe froaei^ 

BorQi, 
The dauntless sons of Odin is^ue forth ! 
T!b$j come ! they come ! like a fierce roUing^ 

storm, 
And vengeance rears on high her huid arm; 
!Destruction howls within thy courtly domea. 
Imperial palaces and princely homes ; 
Hush'd is the voice of revelry and mirth, 
That erst re-echoed from each peacefiil 

hearth; 
The sire hath fled, with grief and terror wild. 
The maiden shrieks, tiie mother clasps h^ 

child. 
Then crimson flames rise mantling to tbl^ 

skies, 
And &T resound the victor's savage cries — 
The hlood of thousands seeks the Tiber's 

shore — 
The mistress of the world is bowed to rise IM> 

more !" 

Hie sounds have fled, and the illusive dream 
Which &ncy spread before me ; and instead 
Qf gQiy plains, sweet peaceful solitudes 
ftepose beneath the moon. Oh ! happy valfll^ 
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Whatever deeds of darkness have been 

wrought 
Within you, in the days long since gone by, 
!Methinks there's not another spot on earth 
Where more of happiness may be attained ! 
Now I will wander through yon dark recess 
That opes in gloomy grandeur, and my feet 
Shall wend high up the glen towards softer 

scenes. 
At last a sweet and £a.yourite spot is gained. 
Here the clear stream runs smoothly in its 
' course 

Through ferns and hazels, its soft yielding 

banks 
Are carpeted with moss ; all on each aide 
Is clothed with wildwood trees ; the broken 

rocks 
Are hung with woodbines, whose soft odours 

load 
The nightly breezes; or the ivy clings 
Around them as around some ancient tower 
Above the glen, the pale, pale, lovely moon, 
Is bending like a spirit from on high. 
Lo, feurther still, ajqpears a broken mass 
Of moss-grown rocks, in rude disorder piled J 
^ere will I seat myself. Around, above, 
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Is like a heaven of stillness and repose 
Unbroken ! save upon my ear there comes 
Softsoundsof bubbling water. Oh! howfidn 
rd think myself in some enchanted vale, 
Some &ery land, freed from all cares and woes. 
And thou, O Contemplation, who dost love 
The silence of the night, around me thro^ 
Thy " inspiring mantle" — as I gaze above» 
Upon the glimmering stars which gem the 

sky. 
Oh waft my thoughts above this grovelling 

earth. 
Pale orbs, whose secrets science cannot pierce, 
Tho' much it hath revealed, of ye what know 

we? 
Fain would conjecture fill the place of truth 
And fidn divine what^orbs supplied your place 
!Ere from the hand of God you issued forth. 
My thoughts roll back o'er immemorial time» 
And then imagination strives to build. 
Some ponderous fabric whereon to rest. 
Yet aU in vain, for who hath power to pierce 
The secrets which lie hid in the long lapse 
Olpast eternity I Then seems my eye 
To rest on chaos, fathomless and wild,. 
When night, impenetrable night, upon 
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Her viewtess tlurone, in silent grandeur sits** 
And now the scene is changed — ^w^at view I 

next? 
Fair golden orf« in countless ma2es fill 
tsnineasurable space, and roll within 
"Their paths mvisihle I Hark f from aBove^ 
Comes on my ear a low ecstatic sound 
Of music — ^noiw it swells — the new-hom orhi 
B^spond unto the strain — ^e hymn prolong 
Throughout immensity ! thus angels sing 
Creation's morning song. 

Ye golden orbs, 
to. harmony most beautiful combining 
To l&rm a glorious whole, how ye display 
His majesty and power ! such as would raiso 
Demotion in the coldest human breast, 
Aad thou delightful earth, with all thy tribeg 
Of liting^ objects, givest forth the praise 
Of him, the Omnipotent f O may we ask. 
When pondering o'er his works sublime, an4 

more 
tJpon our own small earth, why does exists 
What seems a discord o'er them all to throw^ 
The monster Evil ? 'Tis a question whos^ 
Solution man will vainly seek below^ 
Then let us not repeat it : leave to Goi 



Things' {Mastcporiioderstaiidiii^ LekmiSaMi 
*' All dSmeiwiy bma&aty mt wsiersHtiMfiJ* 
Tet EvQ SET a deoMiH which fiSG&fcini 
An^ straggIitt^witkfit>iiLiEi£siii^t& 
Life is a war&re ta repei ite ferce. 
And happi&«»d»pKnu T«t Isr io: taiff 
To seek for pennane&t cefstexit on ttttSi, 
A state from e^il free^ Ok ! xfliea we ^fiem 
Mankind all eager, climbing up eaeh height 
Ambition pdffiEts to, coald we not ai:^)Ose;r 
Hope aM delight so sparkle m eaeh cr^ 
So pant in every breast &ttt oovght againy^ 
The object onee attained; coiold tempt the&? 

mhids- 
To seek another ; and that nothing: fitore 
in heaven or eaartk could add aji«4^r widi.^ 
Thui^ some exert the jsisuSs gigantic poweiA 
To biiild the lofty rhyme, whereby to- wmL 
Their names tmto the kst pesterily. 
Some cross the stormy sesus ia search of goSc^ 
And fin their coffers to their heart's eonte&t^ 
.^id ^ers sacrifice tea tbousmd lives,. 
A stainless conscience and the ties of love^ 
Ali^ pass throi^ auines more tetrSde thntt 

ai^t^ [thmme ! 

The s^d concei^M— nd wh9i to gaoa^^H 
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Yet however great, how prosperous soe'er 
Our state on earth may be, 'tis possible 
A better to eonceive. O, he's deceived 
Who seeks content in such : thus in the nighty 
Dark and tempestuous, the traveller 
Is by the dancing meteor led astray. 
He, thinking it some hospitable cot, 
Pursues the flickering light, which flees him 

still. 
Until entangled in some sedgy swamp 
He sinks upon the watery ground and dies« 
Tet the desire for a better state, 
H well directed, is the source of all 
The great and good that e'er the earth has 

seen. 
'Tis this which breaks the chains of indolence. 
And wakes the noblest energies of man ; 
'Tis this which causes him to soar above 
A state of ignorance, and in the scale 
Of being raises him towards his God. 
It i& that godlike attribute — ^that spark 
Which nothing e'er shall quench ; but, as the 

sun 
Seized by eclipse will struggle till she's free, 
So ultimately shall that heavenly flame 
Blase out refulgent-^and still higher rear 



K^IXMJ^ 
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Its beacon light, until mankind are ranged 
Upon the calm shores of eternity t 
Thus vainly have the powers of ignorance, / 
Of death and hell, combined to destroy 
The grandeur of the mind ! 

'Tis in eternity, 
And there alone, we can attain that state 
From evil free, for which we all are panting. 
'Tis there beyond the precincts of the tomb, 
Souls of the great and good, that you kave 

found . 

An endless home — a life of joy and love ! 
There countless thousands swept from off the 

earth. 
Their names forgotten, almost ere the grass 
Closed o'er ■ their heads; and those who 

drooped in want 
Neglected by mankind; and genius which. 

strove 
To bless the world— receive their recompense* 
jWhat, tho' the sculptor's art, the . powers of 

song, 
May be exhausted in thy praise, O Genius ! 
What, tho' proud man r^ or recount thy 

works, 
And say, " to thee be given immortal fame/' 





WhaH immortaSif cut fitqr bestow*? 

A &ine whidbi <He9 vritii Hus maibmal woiM; 

Wist; fho^ lie treat her laBenra w^ ttm- 

Consigning them to dark obfinon's shades^ 
Her works on earflr are registered in heaven. 
And Lcnre, npour her offipring, will bestow 
A portion of the bright eternity 
She there enjop. And now behind those 

t>ees phg*; 

The lovely moon's pale silvery lamp is sink- 
The deQ)enihg shades recall my wandeini^ 

thonghts, 
While still her light remains, my feet shall 

wend' [gained, 

VTp this steep path; At fength ttte edge i^ 
And far beneath appears Ijhe dombering vale, 
^is xnidn%£rfH-4et 'm& panee: hark! from 

yon tower, 
la. dSstancedhnly seen, fibLehooar & toll'd. 
Ohr hem that soimd hatfc eften thrilled witli 

fear 
Tne panting breai^ when: sapeiBtftion giim 
Tilled' every Mie with ghosts^ aadievery strike 
Of yon old clock resounding^ iiaxmgh the 
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Would magnif|r into the solemn peal 
Of passing bell. For oft, as legends say, 
At dead of n%ht, by hands unseen, 'tis rung ; 
And then behind a black and lowering clotidy 
The crescent moon hides her pale glimmer- 
ing rays ; 
The sullen wind roars through the woodland 

glades; 
The cawing rooks, in whirring flocks, start 

from 
Their high and windroek'd beds ; the starred 

kine [howls 

Bound o'er their pasture, and the mastiff 
And wakes the sleeper from his peacefol bed. 
Then grinning skeletons, from their yawning 

graves, 
Leap wildly, and then pass in rattling groups 
Towards the lone church, whose doors at their 

approach 
Fling creaking on their hinges. 'Mid the 

scene 
The frightened watcher stands, with visage 

wan, 
And starting eyeballs, anxious to escape. 
Yet all unable e'en a step to move. 
The moon is sinking fast ; I too will court 

C2 
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The influence of rest ; yet, ere I go, 
rU cast another look upon the vaJe, 
• Now gradually &ding into darkness. 
How peacefiil seems all round ! for sleep hath 

sealed 
The eyes of all that live, and not a sound 
Oomes on my ear, save that taiat murmuring. 
Like faery music gently wafted by 
- Upon the breath of flowers : and now, fare- 
well. 
Calm hour of midnight ! 



25 

MY MOTHEB. 



Mt mother^s form, my mother's form, 
Tho' gone, hath still the power to charm. 
Whate'er I do, where'er I go, 
'Mid scenes of bliss, or hatmts of woe. 
None can I find that beams like thine 
With love or tenderness divine, ♦ 
As when in childhood's helpless years 
It soothed my cares and dried my tears.. 
Tho' other loved ones may depart, 
'Ras'd firom the tablets of my heart. 
By time or sorrow's blighting storm, 
They still retain my mother's form. 

My mother's words, my mother^s words ; 
Oh ! nought to me such joy affords ; 
As to recall those accents mild, . 
ThoV whispered to me when a child. 
Should pleasure's witching charms allure, 
They come with warning strong and pure ; 
They calm when passion leads astray, 
Becalling reason's wonted sway ; 
They check mirth's wild unguarded power ; 
They soothe in sorrow's lonely hour : 
For nothing memory records 
More sacred than my mother's words. 
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TO 1 LEAT FALLlNa IN SUMMEU 



Alas, alas! gone is thy prime, 
Poor yellow withered tiiixig. 

No more upon I3ie yerdant Ibough 
To efv^ery breeze thoalt fling. 

Spring saw tiiee burst in early pride 

Out from thy parent tree, 
And sweetly shone her laughing sunSi 
' And fell her sbowers on thee. 

.But ere the Smnmer pass'd thee by, 
Thy Efe and strength were spcfnt ; 

'tSL now llioa'st laid upon tilie ground, 
AH i^hmeBed, torn, and rent. 

Oft is a Ikte TSke this assigned 

To Nature's fevoured few, 
'To whom emotions la^ are giTen, 

Which others never Imew. 



See hini, tike jmuag OTildnuoyuit teri^ 

And Jisack d£ HanAiog ifaran lorn ^cj^ 
What tnakoRe tImtiMBSal mkl ! 



The iddtetur H» {lisBifciefl()imf« 
Tiie imOSaagi ^ofthe 8pi&i& 

The ^smifit gbw^ the idsEJmied sky, 
Where loaiked lightaiogB :flii^ 

All Natore's ohusms-'HALe mmdclrftd, 

The heatttifol of eivdH- 
Juad lOl tile irozkBiof destUw tme, 

That £iiiqir imam ftnetti:; 

To ham ftve fiiimgifat "vnOfchi/niptiiie ikeei^ 

And in Us hceast iai^im 
The fiODgs of fitimng aaoielodjt, 

That issae from jbig Jyce. 

Or all the softer fires of love 
Can warm his glowing breast : 

Those fires within the thrilling firame 
That will not be represt. 
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Jn sooth', his very soul is love, ; 

O'er all extending wide, 
A.sill^en cord that binds to all 
. Which nothing can divide* . 

^as ! that minds so gently formed 
Should sorrow feel more keen 
. Alas ! that most where roses bloom 
The thorn should spring between. 

' The grief that others scarce would feel, 
Will pierce his inmost heart — 

• He sinks beneath misfortune's storms. 
And envy's poisoned dart 

Like thine, O frail and withered leaf, 

Ere other's prime is o'er. 
His Ufe intense, tho' short, is past. 

And he is seen no more. 



29 



INWARD GBIEF. 



There is a grief, an inward grief, 

A life consuming woe. 
Which closely hid within the breast, 

The world can never know. 

Its victims, friendship cannot soothe, 
Or gazing crowds applaud ; 

Their secret pangs are only known 
Unto themselves and God. 

Night is to them a weary time. 

It brings no balmy sleep, 
And when their daily toils are o'er. 

They seek a place to weep. 

Unto the world, the forehead calm 

And placid may appear : 
The lips may smile, the eye may seem 

Unsullied by a tear. 



SfWABB'OBIEF* 



Tet, all ! ihe're but a mask to hide 
The sorrow, and the eare, 

Whoie darts are planted in the heart. 
To gaam and rankle I3we. 
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SONG. 



Sweet stream, that flows through woody 

vales. 
Through fertile and secluded dales. 
Here blooming maids, and rustic swains, 
Securely breathe their tender strains ; 
Here love and sweet contentment live. 
And joy and health their presence give. 
Far from the world's rude bustling roar. 
Upon the lovely banks of Yore. 

Ye banks whereon Fve often strayed, 
Or 'neath the hawthorn listless laid. 
Your verdure now is £Euling fast, 
And leaves descend with every blast ; 
Sweet flowers of many a beauteous huCi 
All scattered by the winds I view ; 
Yet, tho' your blooming pride is o'er, 
I love ye stilL sweet banks of Yore. 
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On you full many a sunny day 
Fve laughed my childish hours away ; 
But those are gone who loved me then, 
And I, all lonely, sigh in vain ; 
Like the last leaf upon that tree, 
Forlorn am I, and wish to be 
With those who wander here no more 
Along the lovely banks of Yore. 
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TO MELANCHOLY. 



Hail, Melancholy ! maid of pensive mein, 
Who, amid Nature's dreariest solitude, 
In darksome woods, and glens deep sunk 
and rude. 

With sad and downcast eyes art musing seen. 
Full oft beneath the woodbine shade, 
At sultry noon, I've listless laid. 

The enchanting vale before my eyes outspread. 
Decked with many a rural dwelling. 
Woods and meadows gently swelling. 
The glassy river winding slow, 

^ The hamlet peeping from the woods below : 

While bees were humming round my bed. 
And birds were singing overhead. 
Oh, then, sweet Melancholy, thou 
Thy balmy influence would'st bestow ; 
An unintelligible sadness. 
With a soul expanding gladness. 
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And oft within some thickly wooded vale, 
Tve mused with thee beneath the moonbeam; 

pale; 
All seated by some mossy spring, 
Whose measures sweet still murmuring 
O'er the calm romantic scene. 
And Fancy too, delusive queen. 
Would bring a mirthful feery band, 
All gaily dancing hand in hand ; 
And show their green enwovea bowers. 
Entwined with brightest woodland fiowenL 
Then would I wander by the brim 
Of the clear meandering stream, 
TiXL suddenly upon my sight. 
All gloomy in the silent hush of night» 
Appeared a ruined ivy-mantled pile. 
There would I muse, within some mouldeKing' 

aisle, 
And listen to the night-wind sweeping alow, 
And through the ruin howling deep and 

low. 
Nor undelightful in the midnightgloom, 
When thickest darkness veils the silent ea^,. 
To sit with thee and muse upon the deom^ 
Which Nature all must share ; while sadden 

fortht 
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From all axonady a^fieybkoBft 

Befiil^ent o'er the landscape plays ; 

Wliich, in the red and glaring light, 

A moment glimmers on the sight, 

Thai instent all again is wrapt m teolbld 

night. 
Oh, Melancholy silent maid. 
To thee my early court was paid. 
"Bs tme, that ikoat txy some dost wear 
Thefena of grief and pining care ;. 
Alas r fliey know not the refined. 
The soothing pleasm^ which the mind 
IBojojB in its abstaracted hear, 
Beneath thy mild hearteafflng power. 
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THE MINSTREL OF THE DALES. 

A TALE. 

How often has the muse awaked her songs 
To mighty deeds of heroes and of kings ; 
Their wars, their sorrows, and their grievous 
wrongs, 
To these she soars on her sublimest wings ; 
But ah, my simple muse, far other things 
Employ, she leaves such themes to mightier 
lyres : 
Humble and lowly is the tale she sings, 
Her province is to touch the pastoral 
wires. 
And tell of deeds done in the vales where 

lived our sires, 
A simple race, where still tiiiese sons reside, 

Far, £eu*, removed from the galling ills. 
Which haunt the splendid scenes of wealth 
and pride, 
Secluded 'mid their bleak majestic hills, 



THE MDTSTBEL OF THE DALEB. 37 . 

Their deep sunk glens and fiercely foaming 
rills, 
Their broken crags so venerably grey 
Their hanging woods, and every scene which 
fills 
The ardent breast that nature can display ; 
Oh, then, what race is there more surely blest 

than they ? 
O'er those blue hills, and in those vallies fair, 
There wandered one in days long since 
gone by — 
A youth he was of melancholy air, 

And sad and pensive was his dark blue eye ; 
And often did his bosom heave a sigh — 

A sigh disclosing deep and fixed distress, 
Proceeding firom some loved tho' broken tie. 
Which nothing had the power to redress ; 
For, tho' time passed away, his sorrow ne'er 

seemed less. 
Yet fair and lovely was this wandering boy. 
And simple was the shepherd's garb he 
wore ; 
His only solace and his only joy 

Was centred in the sylvan pipe he bore : 
This he fiill often jfrom his girdle tore, 
And as he pass'd the woods and wilds along, 
n 
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Awakened strains which oft had charmed' 
before ; 
Or laying down those dreary scenes aniong, 
Forgot his sorrow, and dissolved his soul in 

song. 
Yet he sometimes the village pastime joined. 
When lads and lasses danced upon the 
green ; 
Then would he tune his pipe, and leave 
behind 
(Though only for awhile) his serious mein; 
Yet, though he joined their mirth, he ne'er 
was seen 
'Mid scenes of riot — these he always fled — 
And was not classed amongst the poor and 
mean. 
Who tune their music for their daily bread; 
For 'twas reported that wealth blest this min- 
strel lad. 
And thus he wandered forward, day by day ; 

At night some hospitable cot received 
His wearied form : there oft he'd wake his 
lay, 
And when the deep sigh from his bosom 
heaved, 
With social chat the rustics kind relieved 
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"fiis troubled iniiid, for 'each one 'knew^his 
tale, 
And for his dark untoward fortunes grieved ;. 
Anon with kceents mild, they would pre- 
vail 
tJpon him to resume his music's dying 

wail. 
Thus soon familiar he became to all ; 
Yet, as I said, above chill poverty, 
His smoother and more gentle lot did fall ; 
And, by his beauteous features, you might 
see 
His rank above the character which he 

Assumed ; and what was untoward fate, 

That brought him from his plenteous home 

to be 

A wanderer far from the rich and great, 

'Mongst which he might have mixed, remains 

yet to relate. 
He was born in a sweet romantic vale, 
A wide-spread forest crowned each sloping 
side, 
While here and there, clad in their rocky mail^ 
The towering crags looked down with sul- 
len pride ; 
Sometimes the valley opened far and wide, 
d2 
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And left between a green extended plain^ 
Through which a sweet stream peacefully did 
glide; 
And then the bleak hills almost met 
again, 
Until through them the flood seemed scarce 

to have room to strain. 
Yet in this gloomy forest's pathless wilds 
Full many a cultivated tract was there, 
With groves, and russet lawns, and daisied 
fields, 
And wide-spread pastures, verdant, rich, 
and fair 
Cover'd with snowy flocks ; the joyous care 
Of many a merry-hearted shepherd boy ; 
And cottages were scatter'd everywhere 
Around these tracts, and hamlets which 
did lie 
In snugly, sheltered spots, that wind and 

storm defy. 
Oh 'twould have been delightful to behold. 
From some high-towering crag this wood- 
land scene ; 
The rising ground which swell'd abrupt and 
bold, 
Then slow descended to a level pUin ; 
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While torrents rosli'd the parted hUls between 
With breast of foam, to join the midway- 
stream, 
And like oases here and there were seen 
The cultivated tracts. Oh ! you might deem 
Such place that faery land of which men often 

dream. 
His sire in many a foreign land had been, 

Amidst the horrid scenes of strife and wa?; 
'The rustics said that better days he'd seen ; 

But disappointment and corroding care 
Had nipt his early bloom from year to yearr^ 

He left the busy world in peace to spend 
His latter days, in those sweet vallies where^ 
Content and joy might on his steps attend; 
And left ambition and her votaries &r behind, 
Tet his superior learning and the thought 

Of all his youthful hopes would oft impart 

TuII many a bitter pang; and then he sought 

To still the tumult of his throbbing hearty 

By the remembrance of ftiU many a smart ' 

He had endured from misfortunes keen ; 
Anon his thoughts would turn on her whose 
part 
In life was shared with his, fer she had been 
Bred in the peaceftil dales, nor wisU'd &it 
change of scene. 



4St THJB. ^fO^BTBK^ 01!, Tfifft ^^W- 

ThsnresigDidioix calqi hia giri^f ; bcigipli;^ 
IfeanwJhile youag Edg^r, 'nea^ his, <yp^h- 
fill eye, 
Adirwced in yea^.a»d gi:ew a loii^ljr.ctiild, 
, Axd in a humble opt; which stQod ha^by, 
.lited UtUe Ella his cpmpapion ; . sh^ 

Was the loved daughter of a^ shepherd 
swain; 
:ikjual they weriQ in. years ;afk in degree,. 
And ne'er, even tlien, seemed h§.H^};.tD 
remain 
fart^ but, ever, s^^iglit each o&^i^^ f^ 

again. 
Sdgar and fSla wj^i^e a^ loy elgr paip^ 
: Aod happily .tb^iC^dhood ppat^ jBLffSlf 
Jiow.oft he thon^t i^ nmv ap< 9^rry^«F.^ 

On^ all the gladness of liil^'s earli^ dfiyi 
Borne on thQ vmg^ of ^^u^y, h.e woul^ (itray 
With her, his dear oi^e, i^ e^xHii i^^nml 

Where oft the harebell^ and wild ropes gtj, ; 
HoU pluak'd, with th^m, her. . ai^^i^pi Jliair 

to.bcaidt 
And o'er many other scenes, wh^ in infiint 

yeax»fa$?d|44a^ 

O'er all the happi2v^.,Q| wlififi BSm ; 
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In fancy o'er their lovely scenes to wander/ 

Still ineffaceable by time or tears. 
Oh! then how doubly sweet each scw^e 

appears, 
When seen with eyes wet by the tears of 

grief; 
;Each object then a lovelier beauty wears, 
And brings, oh! what a speechless sad 

relief, 
With thoughts of childhood's years and hap- 
piness so brief ! 
Full often would they seat themselves upon 
, Some towering scar, and view far do>^ 

below 
.The headlong stream rush through the woogly 

glen. 
Now foaming furiously, with breast of 

snow, 
.Amid the craggy rocks which stayed its flo\f , 
. Ai^d spread through many a channel far 

and wide 
Jts- rushing w^p^ters ; then more deep and slqw 
Swimming to some high ledge, with sullen 

pride, 
And flinging down below its darlc an4 roaring 

tidp. 
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Andoftthe berriesand wild flowers, whichgrew 
Below the scar enticed them, yet they feared 
To gather them, for they believed true 
All the wild tales, which they had often 
heard. 
Of fiwries which in the dim night appeared. 
And kept their revels 'neath the moonls 
pale beam, 
But fled at daylight to their bowers, reared 

Invisible within some rocky seam. 
Yet oft were seen by those who wandered by 

that stream. 
Soon passed the morning of their lives away, 

And Edgar grew a tall and manly youth. 
And she a girl as beautiful as May ; [ruth. 
As yet o'er that fair form had passed no 
Hpr auburn hair luxuriant and smooth 

Shaded a &ce an angel might have borne. 
Beauty was blended there with love and truth, 
Her smile was like the radiant blush of 
mom, 
Diflusing life and joy o'er things the most 

forlorn. 
Yet they were strangely altered towards each 
other, 
For,as their riperyears advanced,there grew 
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A certain feeling which they coald not 
smother — 
A feeling sweet it was, but painful too^ 
Thejr loved each other dearly; yet they Imew 

Not why it was, or how it could be so : 
Then happy loye was theirs, alas ! how few 

Enjoy such on this sorrowing earth below. 
But soon its flowers were rent beneath the 

blast of woe. 
And now young Edgar kept his other's sheep. 
Each morning with the skylark he would 
rise. 
And hie a¥iray unto the craggy steep. 

Where browzed peacefully his fleecy prize; 

And as the fisathered songsters filled the skies 

With softest notes, the music wild he joined 

Of his sweet pipe with theirs : anon his eyes 

Would oft rcTcrl to where his truant mind 

Dwelt with the lovely girl whom he had left 

behind* 
And when at last their daily toils were o'er, 

And the sun sunk beneath the golden westy 
This pair would stray on some sweet stream's 
green shores 
Or 'neath the hawthorn seat themsehres to 
lesl^ 
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And then he prest her to his ardent breast, 
And twined his arms around her form so 
fidr, 
While all around, like them, seemed douljly 
blest. 
The flowers their sweetest scents flung on 
^ the air, 

Birds sung, and life and joy seemed re^gnipg 

everywhere ! 
, Then life to them a prospect fair did seem, 
Their bosoms yet were undisturbed by 
fears ; 
Alas ! that they from such a pleasing dream 

Should wake unto a scene of bitter cares, 
, That eyes so bright should e'er be dimm'd by 
tears ; 
Yet sorrow was before them, for howe'er 
So pleasant life unto young minds appears, 

Too soon she drops her faery mask to wq^ 
The form of anguish, and of all corroding 

care. 
, Toung Edgar's sire intelligence received. 
: Qf.£air estates fidlen tp him &r away ; 
Fortune seemed at her former conduct grieved, 
^ A^d when his locks were wearing thui/and 
grey, ,. . 
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T^^fii^TQ'!^ of his youthhood to repay 

!%^yijQg wealth to soothe advancing age ; 
Yfit IJjat which came his sorrows to allay, 

^^ caused old passions once more to engage, 
And in his anxious hreast amhitious schen](^ 
^;_ to rage. 

*Twas not that he, in his old age, did long 
. .jfygfip^ the bustle of the world to fece : 
H^.y^^ed his son to join the busy throng, 
. „,.Ajd, by success, to cancel his disgrace — 
To be an honor to his name and race — 

As he in youthful prime had hoped to be ; 
Then he his former wishes did retrace, 

.4^4 jtiQP^ ere death to him arrived, that he 
^)^^ :^hes all fulfilled in his young son 
^ ,,^, , Wght see. 

Th^ I)ig resolved that Edgar should no more, 
,^^|x;eciou9 youth in deep seclusion hidci 
^P^gf^^be inured to learning's classic lore^ 

And to the dazzling pomp of earthly pride. 
e^EiUff/l^yiPS <lone, he called him aside, 
u. 4fl4i^^^ ^4^ ^^ might there no longer stay; 
To think no more of Ella for his bride, 
. .;;j|ltf« Jtq pF^piM'e *nud other scenes to str^ 
And other t^ioiight^. to form, and old OQ^ 
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Such words, and many more, he did repeat. 

Of which it matters not for us to know, ) 
For Edgar saw that there was no retreat — 

Whatever his father said to him was law 
Irrevocable, but how would the blow 

Be borne by his loved Ella ? Who would 
cheer 
Her tender breast, when wrung by frantic woe? 

Alas ! his sire, at once, forbade him e*er 
To think of her again, or by her side appear, 

• * • • 

• • • • , 

'Twas in the calm and silent hour of night. 

When nature all was sunk in rest profound 
And the moon shed her pale and silvery light, 

This lovely and romantic vale around ; 
In a still place, which seldom heard the sound 

Of human feet, this young yet sorrowing 
pair 
A hiding place to speak their love had found. 

And with each other their keen woes to 
share. 
And take alast farewell in sorrow and despair* 
It was a rocky terrace, which arose 
(Tho' fax secluded) the sweet vale above ; 
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Which, as I said, was sunk in calm repose : 
The cottage lights that glimmered through 
each grove 
Seemed to remind them of fond hearts 
whom love 
Had drawn together in the hour of eve ; 
The mountain streams more placid seemed 
to move ; 
No breath amongst the trees was heard to 

heave, 
All seemed to taste of rest, and only they to 
grieve. 
For a long time they paced this path alongi 
Renewing vows of love, till Ella said — • 

" Oh JEdgar, when amidst a shining throng 
Of gentle dames, then some hv happier 
maid, 
In jewels and in costly silks arrayed. 
Soon, soon, from me, shall win thy yielding 

heart : 
Yes, when the world before thine eyes does 
spread 
Her glittering toy^ then will the thoughts 
depart 
Of me, and of those scenes once dear unto 
thy hpart. 
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" Yet, O my Edgar, cast a thought on me. 

When met l)y beauty's fascinating btobiS— 
On me, who pines in solitude for thee. 

Or perhaps am mouldering in the sifeat 
tomb. 
O, cast a thought upon thy native home, 
Thy own sweet home! and on its fi'aj^py 
bowers. 
Beneath whose shades we used so oft^fe 
roam; 
For, tho* 'mid gilded halls, or Ibroly 
towers. 
Thou canst not find so sweet abiding place as 

ours." 
« Think of thee, Ella ! think not that this 
heart. 
Can love another howsoever fair. 
No, till my spirit shall fi^om earth depart. 

Thy lovely form shall be imprinted there t 
A curse upon the riches that would tear 
Our hearts asunder ! What is wealth to 
me? 
If thou, my dearest, art not there to share; 

For life would seem a desert without thee, 
Tho* by whatever pomp surrounded it might 
be. 
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O, then, my love, yield not to dark despair, 
But chase those sad and gloomy thoughts 
away, 
And let me kiss from thy pale cheek that tear ; 
Doubtless we two shall meet some fiiture day,^ 
When no hard-hearted man shall dare to say^ 
* Boy think no more of Ella for thy bride ;* 
For in whatever distant lands I stray, 

Thee only will I love, and none beside. 
And I'll return again let whate'er may betide.'* 
Then he again her lovely form carressed ; 
Yet gloomy thoughts, but why she could 
not tell, 
And sadand dark forebodings fill'd her breast, 
Which seemed to say, " This is your last 
fisu'ewell !" 
In vain he told her all might yet be well : 

And when, at last, he gave the parting kiss. 
It smote her heart like the departing knell 

Of all her visioned scenes of earthly bliss. 
Oh ! never had she known an hour so sad as 

this. 
Soon after this, her Edgar dear, departed 

O'er the blue hills, and she was left forlorn ; 

Her only joy, thus grieved and broken-hearted, 

Was thoughts of him, and of his quick return. 
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Alas ! she had not long his absence borne. 

Ere back returned all her former fears ; 
And her &ir form became all thin and worn. 

And her blue eyes were often filled with tears, 
A few short months of grief had done the 

work of years. 
And time pass'd quickly by, but still it brought 

No balmy comfort to her troubled mind ; 
No tidings yet of Edgar had she caught, 

And none to lend her solace could she find. 
In silence and in solitude she pined ; 

Her countenance waxed paler day by day ; 
All calm she seemed, and patiently resigned 

To a dark fate's unalterable sway, 
For silent on its stream she seemed to pass 
away. 



Near an old ivy-mantled church, which stood 
Just at the verge of the dark forest, where 

Re-issued a pure and chrystal flood. 

Then rushed into a glen which opened near, 

Whose distant cascades threw upon tha ear 
A dying sound, so soothing and so sad. 

Within the lone and quiet graveyard there, 
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Iq a sweet spot, fair Ella's tomb they made. 
Where spring her brightest flowers and 

freshest bloom displayed. 
And near her grave a youth might oft be seen» . 

Mourning for her who now all lowly laid 
Beneath the flowery sod so bright and greenr 
Amid those lonely mansions of the dead,. 
He would invoke the maiden's sainted shade, 
(When all was hushed in the still calm df. 
even). 
Which now, in everlasting bloom arrayed; 
Dwelt in the blest and hallowed courts of* 
heaven ; [for ever riven* 

For his sorrowing heart did seem from^earth. 
Edgar it was : it matters not to tell 

How, borne on love's impatient wings, h^ 
come. 
And braved his father's frown so terrible, 
Once more unto his loved, his nati^ 
home; 
And that he found his Ella in the tomb, 

And that, sunk in a paroxysm of grie^ 
Disdaining all controul, in darkest gloom 

And solitude he found his sole relief 
There to sorrow o'er past years, and bappine^ 
so brie£ 
E 



ttareiwyf IMp^ att»i jbftaii^ ft 

Wkii Mi» lo¥«<i I&( bs tie dwlmm»^€ll^ 
His simple shi^iefcPd' gsftiA^ <mi^ more 
itesfliiMd, 
Hb ti^ttnd^:^ (f€ifih&d^^9i&^ #1iMp iom 
Ml his&tY 
And in hi6 Imppy hovtfs (yf elriU&U mii^r 

Had b^n femilim* «t> h&n; thma^iSICMige 

Thologht seised his mindj itbicb was^ ed^ ^i^lan- 

der forth [range. 

O'er erery hiD^ and throtfgli ^aeh tdle lb 

And nidien hean^tre^olired^floofie hitrfiaind 

ocRild' change. 
Thus wandered Ue fof mttny a^fleeting yettv 
Exploring eteiy whisre lii^ ooontfr tfotl&d. 
Add noi a inodr, or wood^ or glm was ifaere, 
That by the youthful travell^ was un- 
ftniiidl 
Aind&om the l^nds wild thaft he^ id^oiind, 
He formed in artless rhymes flie thril- 
M^gt^les 
To wiiich he woke his nM^'g wail^g d^^lmd, 
For aught he loved ttut <^i!e oif gti^f 
bewafls^ 
Thos^hebyaHwa^iMued "^Hi^BfkBsflMa of 
the Dales." 
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At last time came when he was seen no more 

'Md heath or wildwood, glen or moorland, 

where 

He used to roam, i^ bow his toUmmeTe o'er. 

Death had released hun fi*6m a world of 

care. 

Within that old churchyard, so lone and drear, 

HAgKC and EKa dainber dide fey mAa . ' 
In peaceful rest, for sorrow eoaies bof there ; 
And their pixre spirits, doiibtleji»,^ aara alSed 
Where all is hlSss, and none tr«e lovm may 
divide. 
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THE HAUNTED GLEN. 

A BALLAD. 

^ The Summer time is passed and gone, 
Tbb Autumn wind blows chill ; 

The dead leaves rustle in the blast, 
Or float on each trembling rill ; 

f The flowers are dying, the trees are bare^ 

And the waters sullen roar : 
Oh ! pass'd away is your vernal pride, 

Ye lovely banks of Yore ! 

** Full many a time I've wandered here, 

In Spring and Summer time^ 
When the grass was green and the stream 
was smooth, 

And the flowers were in their prime ; 

*J And now, in Autumn drear, I come 

My own true love to see. 
Oh ! where art thou my Edward dear ? 

What can have come to thee ? 
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*' For let me come however oft, 

Or call howe'er I may, 
Thou hearest not — ^thou comest not, 

But aye remain'st away. 

^ Thou wilt ne'er come back to me, Edward, 

To me thou ne'er wilt come ; 
Oh! thou hast forgot poor Marion, 

And thy bonny mountain home ! 

" Oh ! no, I saw my lover true 
By the side of that crimson flood. 

Oh ! there he laid, all cold and dead. 
His corse was drenched with blood ! 

*' Why breakest thou not my flinty heart ? 

My eyes, why are ye dry? 
I cannot rest — ^I cannot weep, 
I cannot taste his dreamless sleep. 

But must mourn my loss for aye." 

Thus wildly sang poor Marion Lee, 
As she strayed by that river dark; 

Her eye was wild, her hair it streamed. 
And her arms were bare and stark. 

The wind blew wide a crimson cloak, 

That was thrown o'er her frame so worn; 
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Sometimes she tBUg^ somftimes her laugh 
On the rising blast Wft9 borne. 

And every night when li^e sun goes damn. 
On the banks of the Tore, she strays ; 

And Ibere «he fiiinbs to meet her love 
As she used in happier days. 

AlaSy poor Marion's wits were gone, 

Her's was a doleful tale ; 
Yet once she was the fidrest i^aiA 

In bonny Wensleydale. 

And she was loved by as brave a youth 

As e'er )^^ a hjc^w Q£jew, 
Or chas'd a deer 'neath the ffeofXfKrood tr/eer 

Or a sword in 4a&geir ^w. 

Bat well-anj^y, f^ fytal movn 

A bugle blast did sound 
Amongst the hiUs, «n4 A»ni|^ the woodi. 

And the fcvest dales aropnd; 

To bid thfijr lordb and batons ImU 

Their mountain force to bring, 
Of archers and of wttr fo r a fierce, 
« Vo fight fi)r their y ontibfiil king. 



This youiig tvme «M»iaioh biei 
Acro6« At lntder» and seaolmd 
To humble SooliMd'fl {vide. 

And nunqr a youth Aat Inckless day 
Left the hasokB of the winding Tore, 

And Semmer waters' lorely banks, 
To return again no more. 

And many a mother that luckless day 

Pid beat her anxious breast. 
And many a maid for the last — last time^ 

To her lover's heart was prest ; 
And Marion's lover to the war 

Did fcOow wkk HbB nM. 

And oft the maidaii stcayed alone 

By cliff and stoeam and wood* 
Where die m^ to ineet her Edward dear^ 
And oft to wipe the silent tear 

From her lovely eye she stood. 

Bar breast was tqm wA aozioDS douhte 
: AbA tbonghti riie aearee could bear. 
For she knew that he ne'er a daoger shunned 
And his soul djedained to fear. 
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''Twas thus she strayed one siiiximer*s etre 

In the forest's pathless wild. 
The sun was pillowed in golden clouds,. 

The air was soft and mild. 

She wandered on she knew not wher^ 
For her thoughts were far away ; 

Till night came on, and the moon her light 
Did in the east display. 

' She cast her tearful eyes around. 
But she knew not where she stood ; 

Tlien a witheriug thought shot through her 
brain 
That chilled her very blood* 

'''Twas said that in the forest's depths 

There was a lonely gill, 
A deep, black, yawning, rift it was. 

In the side of a rocky hill ; 
The mid-day sun ne'er pierced the shades 

Where foamed its boisterous rilL 

J^nd poisonous shrubs, and blasted trees. 

Grew thickly everywhere, 
Tor 'twas said that witches and 
performed 

Their rites infernal there* 
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And 'twas said that those entrapt by nighty 

Its hanging cliffi between 
Tho' sofoght the wide-spread forest through 

Conld never more be seen. 

Fnll many a doleful tale she had heardj 

From the lips of aged men, 
Of this terrible spot ; and every one 
l\uiied pale, and spoke with a stifled tone. 

At the name of the haunted glen. 

Well might she fear, alone by night. 

Where then she stood, to stand 
Would have thrilled with dread the bravest 
heart. 

And unnerved the strongest hand. 

A moment round she wildly stared, 

And then with frantic speed. 
She ran until her strength was spent, 
And her clothes by thorns and briars were rent, 

And her tender arms did bleed. 

She looked around, but when she saw 

Hie sweet spot she was in, 
She thought so lovely a place could not 

Be near the haunted glen. 
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It was a soft moss-coTered lawn, 

A crystal brook ran by, 
Anl glittering 'neatii &e moon, it cfaimeA 

A feery melody. 



Upon eacb side rose ivied jpock^ 
Where bloomed the soft wild rose, 

And by ber side th,e hawthorns sweet 
llieir snowy flowers disclose. 

The lawQ woond 'on through tbickets grwi^. 

And o'er its breast w^re spread 
Bmi^ l^aifiies, eowsJ^ and violets hhjufh 
jAfkd bells of every shape and hue 

Drooped o'^ the water's bed; 
And each comer and height their sweets 

difipiay, 
Where the prioBoee aadfaarebeli andhjoMliMJi 

/ Sadi faan^B its graeefiil head. 

It soothed her troubled heart, her firame 

Forgot its wettiness, 
And tears of rapture filed her jeyes, 
And SbBxM fliotigfats no more Ad ilse» 

Or visions of distress. 
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At lenglii, upon her ear Hiere came 

A low and gentle strain ; 
She scarce ccmld hear it, 'twas so low 

Before it ceased again. 

She stood to listen, it sofUy rose 

Upon her ear once more. 
It swelled, then died, and swelled again, 
And Maxi^m fhonght so swe^ a strain 

She ne'er had heaxd b^re. 

A soothing melancbofy came 

O'er her mind like a &eiy spell. 
And she wandered by the scene, begoiled. 
And that gentle music soft and wUd, 

Bnt why she could not tell. 

She wandered on to the brooklet's spring 
Where it crossed ihe yelvet lawn. 

And its waters gushed with a bubbling souq4»- 
FjRom beneath an old grey stone. 

A woodbine and a haw&om hung, 
From that stone, o'er the basin wide, 

And thickets of roses and flowering trees 
Grew thickly round each side. 
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Sweet posies bloomed liy its mossy brim. 
And bonches of drooping ferns so slim 
Wa^ed o'er it in gracefbl pride. 

$he sat by the spring on a bank of thyme; 

The moonbeams slept around. 
The air was filled with firagrance sweet, 

And that gentle music's sound. 

She leaned her head against the trunk 

Of an aged moss-grown tree, 
For that music fixed her with its spell. 

And closed each lovely eye. 

She listened till her senses died 

Away in a gentle sleep. 
And as the spell was faster bound. 

Her slumber grew more deep. 



The witches looked with horrid grins 

At their victim sleeping sound ; 
The scene was changed, for that spot was now 
A dismal nook, &r down below 

High cliffi that darkly fi*owned. 

The witches looked with horrid grins, 
And aye they laughed amain — 
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^ Yes, maiden, ihoa art now our prejr, 
Thoa shalt be a warning for many a day 
For wanderers that by night would stray 
Too near the haunted glen. 

" Far from the abodes of men, 

Li forest deep, our lonely glen 

Opes in a dark and gloomy pride, 

And its rocky barriers hide 

Things woold make the blood nm chill. 

And the bravest heart woold thrill. 

We've bid scenes of beauty rise. 

Like an earthly paradise, 

We've enticed her by our spell. 

To sleep beside the &tal weU. 

Now prepare for deeds of hell ! 

^ It is ^igynftl dark midnight^ 
For the moon hath hid her light; 
From the black and cloudy sky. 
Lightning flashes awfully; 
Distantly the thunders roll. 
The wind in sudden gusts does howl 
Through forest dell and darksome wood. 
And tiirough our craggy soUtode ; 
And xofemal spirits yell. 
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To asskt our fiital spell. 

CoBM, j^^aare for deeds of hell ! 

^ It is now a gknioas tune. 
For the works of blackest crime, 
To lead the traveler astray 
By the flickering raeteons play. 
Till he siAk 'laid watery sedge. 
And drown, or wander to the edge 
Of some unseen rocky hdg^t, 
Until hisunconsckms feet 
Tread on nought, and down he &llS| 
And his wild despairing ealls 
Bend the air, as 'mid the stones. 
Below, are crashed his yeilding bones. 

** 'Tis a time the storm to brew, 

On the ocean wide and Uue, 

And toss in air some sailor band, 

Or wreck them on a thievish strand : 

To ransack through the churehjnuxl dreari 

The freshly buried corse to tear 

Away ; to seek the murderer's ffCB^vef 

There to weKve our spell 90 htei/fr(9$ 

Till his restless body rise^ 

And we bear him as our ftis»» 



" It is now a glmons time 
To blast a maiden's opening primes 
One of ns to her shall sliow 
Such a scene of death and woe, 
As shall take her wits away. 
And never till her dying day 
Shall reason's light relume again 
Her wandering and distracted brain. 
Now, infernal spirits yell 
To assist our &tal spell. 

Come, prepare for deeds of hell l^ 

• • • • 

• • # • 

She fiunted not, but rose i^ain. 

But her eye perc^ved no light. 
And she knew not how to torn to eseape^ 

That spot of endless night. 

She shrieked aniain, and was answered again 

By edioes loti^ and la^ 
And horrid yells, aad taunting faqg^ 

Of demons flitting by. 

At leng& flbe saw a bluish flam^ 

That glkmneared from afiir, 
<7er rocks and stones, through blackeift night, 
She travelled towards that hellish Bghf^ 
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Tet, like the meteor star, 
Which tired benighted wanderers see, 
No nearer could she it descry ; 
Thus passed she on until her eye 

Fell o'er a gloomy scaur. 

For then the flame burnt high and bright, 

And showed a dismal place— 
Meet spot, it was so horrid and wild. 

For beings of hellish race. 

Beneath that scaur, a river broad, 

Rolled hoarse and dismally. 
Above her hung dark frowning rocks 

Far as her eye could see ; 

Behind her glittered dark and grim 

Huge piles of slimy stones, 
They seemed alive with hissing snakes, 

Which coiled round human bones, 

And nestled in skeletons and skulls ; 

And she saw the glittering eyes 
Of the snakes, which seemed to view her form 

To seize it for their prize. 
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And some wereiearii^ the putrid Oeek 

Of bodies from the tcnnb; 
And broken coffins and ahreuds were qpreadT- 

Around tiiat plaee of gleom. 

She shrieked again, then fled the light ; 

And taunting peals of mirdi 
Rang all those frowning rocks around. 
While ever and anon a sound 
Came, like pent winds that had borsl tbeir 
bound. 

From the bowels of the earth. 

On came eaeh subterranean blast 
With a howling thundering sound ; 

And withering shrieks, and answering yelb 
Of demons rang around. 

And when 'twas past, its voice was heard 

Rebellowing deep and low. 
As on it went, and hurried throng 

A hundred caves below. 

Now Marion, trembling with fear. 

Sunk down upon her knee ; 
In sad despair she wrung her hands 

And wept right bitterly, 

r 
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And all around was pitchy dark, 

Till instant by her side 
Appeared a grim and withered crone. 
Her eye was wild and it fiercely shone 

With dark exalting pride. 

And she was clad in a crimson gown. 

And strange deyices there 
Were marked, and reptiles grim were twined 
• Amongst her blood-stain'd hair, 
And a strong and sulphur'ous light of blue 

Clung round her everywhere. 

** Now thou shalt see thy lover true, 

My lovely girl," she said ; 
But she heard her not, for Marion Lee 

Was stupified with dread. 

Then she siezed her in her giant grasp, 
And both hung o'er the stream, 

Along a chasm the maid she bore, 

'Twas a darksome space that opened before. 
Then faintly did she scream, 

And horridly that hag did grin, 
And her eye shot a fiery gleam. 

She placed her on a hanging rock, 
That rose o'er a boundless plain : 
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"Now, by my troth," said that witherecP 
witch, 
" Thou shalt see thy Edward again.'^ 

At her lover's name, the maid revived ; 

But her fluttering heart did beat. 
And a sigh so deep did heave her breast 

That she sunk at that woman's feet ; ~ 
She raised her from the ground again^ - 
Then a light gleamed o'er that murky plain 

From a cloud of awful height. 

And the fearftd sight that she saw there 

It chilled her heart to see ; 
Yet vainly she strove to remove her sight 

For fixed was her eye. 

It was a horrid battle field 

All cover'd with ghastly dead, 
And broken shields, and helmets cleft^ 
And noble steeds of life bereft, 

Before her eyes were spread ; 
They laid upheaped and drenched in blood, 
And corpses choked a crimson flood, 

That rolled through that place of dread* 

And all was still save the howl of beasts 
Of prey, or the vulture's cry, 

r 2 



' Ql^ltei^edgiMM^ftkiBethatlifed 
In lii^;ering agonj. 

- And e'en that witch's dreadfiil eye 

Seemed fiaed wMi miheamgiem, 
'As she hoatseljr said, ^ the fajrgoBe day 

Hath see^a battle heie ; 
For Soodand's king haOt beafe his fbes. 
And his UmAe wild o'er England's rose 
He xnanfiilly does rear. 

*^ Full thirty thousand of the flower 

Of the southern realm is laid 
Upon that field, and barons bold, 
Andloiights of fiaine, lay stifPand cold, 

None now their swords shall dread." 

Now Marion, of her own Edward, 
Full fain would she have spoke, 
'' When that woman ceased, but her heart beat 
wild, 
A^d something seemed to choke 
Hef very breath, until again 
The silence dread she broke. 

" There lies thy youth :" she eeased agaiiH 
Then Marion shrieked with fear ; 



UAxmwm oianr* 



For there hi ^ 

And a gfaast^iiMadlfiii tare kit teal, 

m wi li m'm hhn^ md Ms hwr anfl qiaiBr 
LaidbyhisonAtttii 
No logger could she bear* 

For then she made a dreadfiil leap, 
From xtssA doff so grim and ujjliy 

And thaC instant lecdOeetioii ied. 
In a dreamless apathy. 

TniffntiHii" she^va^mlil 
She awoke from her hearjr sleep, 

When she fonnd hrarseff laid on the 
In the forest wild and de^. 

And the hiods saog eheeiilj o'«r her head. 
And the morning san shone bright, 

Andwildflowen sweet wet^ toimd ker flpteac^ 
Bat for her they had no del^t ; 

For o'er the mind oFManon Lee 
Had pasMd a dendl^ Iffight. 

Long did sha stray in tha forest deep^ 
For (die kaew net wheve she went» 

Till aha «raa fiMiad laid «a tha giaaad^ 
All weary worq^ and ^yant. 
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The Tillagers all sighed and wept, 

As ronnd her form they stood. 
But jshe could not tell where she had been : 
Tetshe told .strange sights that she had seen 

l4re they found her in the wood, 

jfloid staring wildly round and round, 

She thus began ber tale :^ 
'^ Ay ! Scotland's king hath beat his foes^ 
His thistle wild rears o'er the rose — 

I saw them ghastly pale ! 
Pull thirty thousand of the braye 
'Have found their reward in a bloody graye» 

'*^Aji and I saw my own Edward 
By the side of that crimson flood. 
Oh ! there he laid all cold and dead — 
His form was drenched wi^h blood. 

*' Why break'st thou not my flinty heart ? 

My eyes, why are ye dry ? 
I cannot rest, I cannot weep, 
I cannot taste his dreamless sleep, 

.But must mourn my loss for aye." 



• ••••« 

« Then England shall bewail—Oh, 'twas 
A dreadfiil day for thee ; 
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Oh, high-born dames and ladies gay, 
In vain for them ye fast and pray. 

Soon from each lovely eye 
The tears shall fall, and your breast shall 

heave, 
When ye "hear, with the tale of your coxm^ 
try's grief, 
They shall come no more to ye, 

" The minstrel shall sing to the harp's sad 

wail. 
In each castle hall the sorrowful tale; 

For the noblest of the land 
Lay cold and dead on that gory plain — 
Oh, soon shall ye sound the sorrowful 
strain — 
The hour of grief is at hand.'* 

She ceased, and strange it was to say, /• 

The words she spoke was sooth ; 

For merry England too soon 
Did hear the dreadful truth. 

And then within each castle hall, 
Fair dames and minstrels mourn ; 



Tet ScotfiBBen to dm vexj-dsgr* 
With honest pndet, the ifK)t display 
Of the fight of Baxmockbouine. 

AsiA Bever 'fi'om ihflit Teiy time 

Did reason's light relume 
.finr miAd, but enr tern tibat jnorn 
She wandered wretched and ftEdom ; 

Sometimes in deepest gloom 
She mused — ^then talked of battle plain, 
Of Uood that smok'd — of warriors slain — 
Of broken swords, of helmets lain, 

All torn each dancing plume. 

Then would she call on her own Edward, 

And mldly would she chide. 
Or bitterly she'd sob and weep, 
And then again in musings deep. 

Walk by the water side. 

The villagers would often Est 

To her strange prophetic tale» 
And each one gave a moumfid dgk 

To hear hef soirowful wsol ; 
For alas ! to sorrow and grief was doomed 
The fairest flower 9uit wet ttomioJL 

In loD^ Wfoalqpdale. 
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'Twas a tale of wonder for many a day, 

And many a rolling year ; 
'Twas the darkest told of the haunted glen. 

That place of dread and fear. 
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How sweetly blooms the yoathfiil spring, 
Bedeck'd with countless wreaths of flowers^ 

How sweetly aeriel warblers sing 
Amid her green enwoven bowers ! 

Earth wakes to life and joy again ; 

Around, what sounds of gladness flow ! 
But we can join not in the strain, 

Ours is the solemn dirge of woe. 

In flowery mead, or vernal bower, 

Should grief her pangs a moment spa^, 

Soon they return with tenfold power — 
We recollect thou art not there ! 

The fragrance sweet which loads the gale. 
And all the pride of opening bloom ; 

Ah ! what to these shall those ayaU ? 
They rise to grace thy early tomb. 
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All in the prime of hopeful youth 
Thy spirit pure from earth hath fled ; 

Yet should we list the voice of truth, 
We camiot, ivill not, think thee dead* 

Our grief shall sink not to despair, 
Sweet hope shall mingle with our strain ; 

Far, fiu:, beyond this world of care. 
We know that we may meet again. 

Some higher world, some heavenly sphere, 
Thy free'd immortal soul hath sought, 

Where realms of happiness appear, 
Untravelled by the human thought. 

We deeply grieve for loss of thee, 
But love our sorrow shall restrain ; 

Tho' sad and lonely we may be 
We would not wish thee here again. 

And stUl, through many an after year, 
With us thy memory shall not die ; 

For thee shall flow the silent tear, 
For thee shall heave the tender sigh. 
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A moment tihroTtgh an opening grun. 
The sun is Been in eclipse dim, 
Thick darkness shrouds the trembling worlcly 
Broke by iSie flaming lightning, Trailed 
From doud to cloud. Then wide and'&r 
The thunders roll their Tattling car. 
Now muttering dreadful on the ear. 
Now louder still, and stiU more near 

They sound the dread alarm ; 
The wind its LowUng cavern breaks^ 
And raves through Judea's lo!iy peaks. 
Charged with the wild impatient shrieks 

Of spirits of the storm. 

The towenng, cloud-capt, mountain rodk 
Is scattered by the ear&quake's shock ; 

Eaifh*B bosom wildly leaves. 
The foaming ocean rolls on high 
Her chainless billows to the sky, 
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AaA dasps ibetkmidar douds which K& 
Upon her topmost wayes. 

Men gaze with wonder and with fear. 
And women knee! in fenrent prayer ; 
The infant starting from its rest, 
Clings wildly to its mother's breast ; 
The shepherd from the momitain wide. 
Descends the vale with rapid stride, 
In yain he seeks a safe retreat — 
Earth vibrates still beneath his feet. 
Jerusalem ! thy mighty towers 
Rock 'neath the storm's tremendous powers, 
Thy sacred shrine, which stood on high, 
Shakes as its latest hour were nigh : 

Th^ fell unto the earth 
The veil which hid the place of God, 
"Where ne'er unhallowed feet had trod. 
His own unentered dread abode 

Since that feir temple's birth. 

Why rocks the eartb as tho' its doom 
Were sealed upon that day of gloom ? 
Without Hie waUs^ upon yon hill, 
A fear struck crowd are lingering still. 
High in the jaudst, nailed to a tree, 
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Quivering with pain, and streaming o*er witk 

blood, 
Which dyes the greensod with its crimson 

flood, 
There writhes a Man in speechless agony* 

Lo ! now His starting eyes are raised to 

heaven. 
As o'er His face gleams bright the lightning 

flash, 
And then, by thunder-storm and earthquake 

riven, 
Earth seems dissolving: as the dreadful 

crash 
Falls on their ears, the frightened multitude. 
With guilty hands in sacred blood imbued, 
Fall prostrate on the ground — the sheeted 

dead 
Start from their graves, and flit amid the 

scene of dread. 

Again towards heaven He raised His head, 
" 'Tis done," He cries, "Jehovah's will "— 

Behold, that tortured Man is dead. 
And all in earth and air are still ; 

From peopled town, to where the rill 
Through green and lonely vallies wends, 
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O'er desert wild and frowning hill, 
A deep, unearthly, calm descends. 

Angels who viewed in silent dread, 
Low bending from their blest abode. 

That awfiil hour in which He bled — 
The Lord of hosts — the mighty God, 
Soon as His hallowed footsteps trod. 

Again the courts of heaven among, 

Like some still flood that bursts the sod, 

Send forth their joyful tide of song. 

Floating through the realms of air, 

Free'd from anguish and from care, 

Passed towards heaven His chaiuless soul : 

Back its golden gates do roll 

To receive its Lord again ; 

Then loudly swells the glowing strain ; 

And louder still the heav'ns do ring. 

And louder still the seraphs sing. 

As He seats Himself upon 

His radiant and immortal throne. 

Then their silver voices die 

Away, in speechless ecstacy. 

Gentle, soothing, soft and small, 

Like sound of distant waterfall ; 
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Then again angtiks wisesr 
Swell thcttiigk Ihe gesffnnding doMrs, 
And the echoing heavens around. 
As every seraph's lyre sends forth Ae joyfiil 
soiind; 
And thou, heaven-favoured orb, rejoice 

Li tones of deep emotion — 
Swell to the skies the grateful voice 
Of thy sublime devotion ! 

Roll on, O earth, in gladness f for thy stain 
Is gone: now thou art beautifiil and bright; 

Roll on, amongst thy sister stars again, 
And raise a solemn p^ean of delight. 

Tell them of all tiie wonders thou haet 
seen, 

Re-echo from thy hiDs and vallies green 

A song more loud, more glowing, and sublime. 

Than that which hailed the morning dawn c£ 
time! 

No jarring discord shall intrude. 
Each star shall catch the joyM sound, 
Send it towards heaven's remotest bound, 
Softly melting, loudly swelling. 
From thy grateful voices welling. 

Till harmony^divine fills* vast infinitude ! 
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And when yon sun, that rolls on high, 

Is blackened with a deadly Might, 
The countless stars that gem the sky 

Drop from the azure yest of night ; 
When, awfiil from the aeriel height 

Dark vapours move, the earth which shroudf 
And streaming forth, a fearful light 

Rolls back each dismal thunder cloud< 
And frowning o'er the prostrate world 

Appears the messenger of heaven, 
While from his hand the bolt is hurled, 
With which the solid globe is riven; 
When continent and isle are driven 

Upheaving with the foaming ocean ; 
And earth, to wild destruction given, 

Is shattered 'mid the dread commotion. 
Not then shall stop the flow of song — 

Not then shall cease the golden wire ; 
For still the joyful angel throng 

Snatched from the earth consuming fire, 

Shall strike the wild seraphic lyre — 

More glowing still the song shall be I 
And ever shall the theme inspire 

Through &thomless eternity. 



a 



SOMETS. 



When ttitisifig loiiely kt tlie niicbilglit hout, 

Borne onw&td on cohjectutefi botmdldss^ 
tidfe, 
Dost thorn fe'et ddubt that ti superior Powcff 

Exists o'et things by thy frail sense descried ? 
Then totn upon the cloudless sky thy ga«e — 

There ponder, as upon a mystic sctoll, 
With awe and wonder ; and, as it surveys 

The flashing orbs that o'et thee seem to roll, 
Tho' countless myriads on the sight emerge 

Far as thine art-assisted eye may see, 
Yet think — ^those dazzling worids are but the 
verge 

Of the fall ihaze that fills immensity ! 
Thus learn, wbate'er presumptuous pride may 
urge, 

How little we do know of things that be ! 
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TO A sons BIOOUINCI IN WINTER, 

fiUlf thou fair floirer! nvro^it; enil^lm pf 90 

isle: 
, Tbo- loviag sunny skies ftii4 eliflOAtes 

warm. 
How 4<wt tbon 'p^ thi9 b|i^ §0 4^i|ntli9if 

Ao4 battle with A^ rayipgs of th« ^rm I 
A Ipoely reliic tiby(^a art left tp bloojoi, 

To bid us for dqpajrted Summer inour^; 
To cheer our Jiearts amd jthe Winter giopm, 

And whisper of delightful Spriog's return. 
'Tis tbni^ wi^tever stonps §r$ rppn4 ^ 
h^rl'd, 

A voice of heavenly Mercy w% m^y hear, 
B^v9Qg hope wjlUa » tromibliog «r^ 

E>n 'n»4 tb^ Wiater, dei^]|bt9 9«d #HHr, 
A token is displayed, since we mHf <^9 

Amid the blast, a flower so beautiful. 
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Ill, 

How beautifiil is Earth ! now birds are singing. 
And Nature smiles in verdure all around ; 
While on the air sweet flowers their scents 
are flinging, 
And the blyth^ cuckoo's cheerful notes 
resound; 
Now I will pull a nosegay of &ir flowers, 

The violet, primrose, and the cowslip gay. 
And others, such as in wild woodland bowers 
Their radiant crests of many hues display. 
Why art thou discontent and sad, O man ! 
When Nature's beauties are before thee 
spread? 
Why dost thou call this life a weary span, 
And wish within the ground to lay thy 
head?— 
When such a beauteous earth to thee is given. 
And perfect bliss prepared for thee in 
heaven, ' 
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POEM. 

ON BEADING AN ACCOUNT OF THE DEATH OF BOBBBT 
FEBOUSONy THE SCOTTISH POET. 

Fye read fall many a novel fine, 
Of lasses whase bright e'en did shine 
Like diamonds frae the Indian mine ; 

An' gae sic glances 
As killed fii' mony, or filled thir brain 

Wi' crazy £Euicies. 

Tye read of fiskihers auld an' sour, 

That gae their weans to men whase glour, 

An' brows that like a storm did lonr, 

Filled them wi' fear ; 
Because the lads they loved were poor ^ 

r warldly gear. 

Bat in a' their works o' fiction 
I niwer did meet with aflSictiou 
That touphed my heart i' sic direction 

As this o' thine ; 
Or caused sic tears, till red wi' fidctioi^- 

Are my poor een. 
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Oh ! wliat admiring friends were tibine, 
When fevour'd by the tuneful nine ; 
But when thy sun 'gan to decline 

O fiMal day ! 
They left thee in wretchedness to pine 

To deadi awey. 

No mother there ja tear to (db^d. 
No mW held thy dyfog head. 
No loAdJy drieod hoBg o'er I3ay M» 

Chr closed thy e'en ; 
Tbon UkA with mis'ry roux4 thee «preiid. 

Alone, finseen. 

Thou died vviib nightly gloovi mm^ 
Thy bed tb^ /9p]d aod <^haer]lM» gronwi. 
Upoii % eer ith^re bfoke up mmit 
§^re bowling screams, 

in ^3Mf wild dreams. 

Curse onlbft faiai» f^b^fe^r^r^U^g JMtrt 
€an e'eii tibe sieaiMirt &i#»id df stfti 
^Wlmt Iqr ^raMbrlme'i e(^^ 
<SieMliciji place 

*• JlWil^^F <*•• ^wr^r'W .P^^^^M ^H^iV^ 

Brteidllisrace. 
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Gie me the heart that's leal an' true, 
Gie me the man that ne'er will rue, 
Tho' fortune beat us black an' blue, 

O' being » Mend; 
But through the storm will still pursue 

Uato the end. 

Tet still, 'mid wretchedness an' din. 
Thou might hae happiness within-^ 
A consciousness of a' thy sin 

For aye forgiven ; 
Then balmy hope would smile again. 

And point to heaven. 
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t6. 



A slender tree yon garden grows. 
Exposed to every storm that lowers 

And from it droops a lonely rose, 

Drenched with the cold autmnnal showers* 
In vain to break that lovely gem 

The blustering northwinds are descending, 
Till flow'ret lone, and branch, and stem] , 

Beneath the ruthless blast are bending. 

Words of a true and changeless heart, 

By that poor wither'd thing are spoken. 
Which wrung by disappointment's dart, 

Its love will cherish till 'tis broken, 
m give to thee that flower so pale, 

And, dearest, when we're doomed to sever, 
'Twill whisper thus its pleading tale — 

" Tho' gone, his heart is with thee ever,'* 
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FRAGMENT. 



Now Spring her blossoms sweet poAmfy. 

sheds. 
And o'^r the fields a verdant carpet spreads ^ 
How sweetly sing the birds firom eveiy txee^ 
And raise to heaven a gratefiil melody ! 
O, is there one, who feels no secret chaima^ 
When Winter cheerless, and his loiHt 

alarms, 
Are past and gone, and Spring agant 

appears 
In gladsome beauty smiling through lier 

tears? 
The time is come, now to retrace, once moRV 
The woodland hamits, which we have Joiej* 

before. 
Upon some rocky crag 111 musing lay. 
Above the vale, spread 'neath the Una cC 

day: 
Where winds a river, in its rocl^ bed. 
Where many a cottage lifts its modest 1 
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Amongst the meadows, woods, and smiling 

plains, 
The pastures green and intervening lanes : 
While on eadi mA$ imjtttic mountains 

rise, 
'^^ith broken crags, wUMi seem to touch tbe 

. . skie^. 
<X £ow Hove to view l£& beaoteoiia •een^ 
WbOTi Nature's livery of vernal green, 
lib HageA with cilmson fiom the glowing 



As in hii gloty sinks the sun to rest: 
''W&W flpweis thdr sweetest flra^raince fHba^ 

around, 
Axid jgr^nilj swells the distant diixrdi bell's 

sound; 
Wlven. birds are Ringing by the trembling^ 

ibJIIs, 
.Aski sheef are bleating on the ruggeff hills; 
ytheif, miuoi and nature seem aEke tso laase, 
Td'heaven, a solemn evening song dT pra&e! 
Dear pastoral scenes! as you I view oaom 

taorei 
We ye remnd of days now Ibng sinceo^t; 
In every ^^d imd wQpd and , rural pboe^ 
SofOB )6ydgr ao^i^ of earlier times tttaee, . 
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Tho' I mtist leave you, yet where'er I roam 
My heart shall fondly cling to childhood's 

home: 
JPor you m heave full many a deep-drawn 

sigh, 
And fondly think on happy years gone by. 
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